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Now wherefore from the reed-pen's pulse should e'er our fingers stray,
Since we for eloquence's health the leech's calling ply?

'Tis meet that we should make of praise the text of our discourse;
For we're the preacher from imagination's pulpit high.

The rosebuds chant the Verse of Triumph mid that mystic bower
Within the which as nightingale we ever sing and fly,

We giieve not even though the rival's heart be 'gainst us sore;
Because, that we're his rival too, we can no wise deny.1

Our daily bread more eagerly seeks us than we it seek;
Yet vainly still, O Nabf, we for it impatient cry'

Rubd'f. [306]

How often have we seen the cruel fall on woeful wise,

They who are fain to rend and tear the heart that bleeding lies.

E'en when such ones live out their days, they dwell mid hate and shame,
But brief most often is the life of them that tyrannise. 2

Mukhammes.  [307]

Nor smiling floret nor dew drop is mine in this gay parterre;
Nor traffic, nor merchandise, nor coin in this busy fair;
Nor might, nor power to possess, nor more nor less, for e'er;
Nor strength nor life apart, nor wound nor balm to my share;

O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here! 3

The life is the gift of God, and existence a grant divine,
The breath is of Mercy the boon, and speech is of Grace the sign,
The body is built of the Lord, the soul is the Breath benign,
The powers are the trust of Might, the senses Wisdom's design.
O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

1  The  common-sense  way in which NdbJ regards that constantly recurring
personage 'the livaT is characteristic.

2  The idea amplified in this quatrain is expressed ib the proverb ^^jLu.

J[)V ;^   L^r^  &*&*) Csllort is thc life of the bird of prey,'

3  The parterre,  the  fair,  and the  workshop are all, of course, the world.
I have no concern with earthly affairs, yet I would fain know what it all means.